— 


JUVENILE POEMS, 


/0/ / £ 
oy 
39 


BY 


HENRY KITT. M4 


FELLOW OF TRINITY COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


Ut læti rurſum irriguos accedere fontes 
Ardeſcant ſtudiis, et nota reviſere Tempe. 
Vipz Potr. lib. i. 


OXFORD: 


PRINTED FOR j. FLETCHER 
AND SOLD BY MESSRS. RIVINGTON, sr. PAUL'S 
CHURCH-YARD; AND MESSRS. EGER TON, 
WHITEHALL, LON DON, 


MDCCXCIII. 


. r ,,, 
— <a 


— Dro 
P - & . | c 
— 4 g r « Ab . " _- 1 
- * Fo if * 2 * „ " 4 + SY N 
o -. 4 7 = - s 
F \ LS * - * 


7 


— — 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Th E Author of the following verſes has by 
no means the vanity to think, that he ſhall 
ſtand any Svc of obtaining the reputation 
of a Poet. He is too ſenſible of the rare and 
ſplendid talents, which that name comprehends, 
not to diſclaim ſuch aſpiring pretenſions. There 
is a great difference between the actual poſleſ- 
ſion of genius, and that ardent love of its pro- 
ductions, which is apt to excite readers, who 
have any degree of feeling, and fondneſs for 
imitation, to try the power of youthful fancy 
in ſhort poetical excurſions. The reputation 
of a Poet ought to be the excluſive honour of 
A 2 


1 
thoſe, who diſplay the effuſions of a fervid ima- 
gination and a keen ſenſibility expreſſed in ele- 
gant language, and corrected by a delicate and 
refined taſte. Such weak efforts as the follow- 
ing verſes ought of courſe to be conſidered ra- 
ther as the homage, which their admirer pays 
to the Muſes, than as preferring any claim to 


public notice as their favourite. 


Moſt of the verſes in this collection have 
appeared in the Gentleman's Magazine. The 
Tranſlations of Jortin's Poems have been re- 
printed in an edition of his Miſcellaneous 
Works, without the knowledge of the Tranſla- 
tor. The whole collection requires a very li- 
beral ſhare of the public indulgence, as the 
verſes that compoſe it were, for the moſt part, 


written at an early period of life, and were not 


1 
originally intended for the preſs. They were 
written merely to beguile ſome lonely hour, 
or to pleaſe ſome abſent friend, and now bring 
to remembrance thoſe pains and thoſe pleaſures, 
which can return no more. If they ſhould at 
laſt have the good fortune to furniſh a few 
readers with ſlight amuſement, the Author will 
enjoy the pleaſure of not having collected them 


in vain. 


Oxrord, May 1, 1793. 
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JUVENILE POEMS. 


INSCRIPTION 


FOR A COPPICE NEAR ELSFIELD. 


HzEDLESs wanderer, come not here 
With clamorous voice, or footſtep rude, 
For harmony's ſweet ſake forbear 
To violate this ſolitude. . 


For ne'er the nightingale forſakes 
This haunt, when hawthorn bloſſoms ſpring ; 
Veil'd in the ſhade of tangled brakes, 
She calls her neſtlings forth to * 
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4 30-3 

Hark ! catch you not their warbling wild 
That foftly flows the leaves among? 

Now loudly ſhrill, now ſweetly mild 
The deſcant of their thrilling ſong. 


The earlieſt primroſe of the year 
Beneath delights its lowers to ſpread ; 

The cluſtering hare-bell lingers near 
The cowſlip's dew-beſpangled bed. 


And whilft the weſtern gales allay 
The fervour of the noon-tide heat, 
They whiſper where, retir'd from day, 
The violet ſcents her low retreat. 


See, ſparkling with a tremulous gleam, 
The rivulet meandering flows; 
Whilſt on the ſurface of the ſtream 
The ſilver lily quivering blows. 


If tempted by the twilight ſhade, 
Beneath the ſmooth-leay'd beech you lay, 
Soon will the charms, that dreſs the glade, 
Bring ſweet oblivion of your way. 


* 1 

But, heedleſs wanderer, come not here, 
This feaſt was not prepar'd for thee ; 
Unleſs thy heart feels nought more dear, 
Than Nature and Simplicity. 


VERSE S 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. HEADLEY, 


AUTHOR OF A COLLECTION OF POEMS, AND EDITOR 
OF SELECT BEAUTIES OF ANCIENT 
ENGLISH POETRY. 


SWEET penſiveneſs, who once didſt love to throw 
O' er Headley's Muſe the fading tints of woe 

How does thy ſwelling boſom heave with ſighs, 

To ſee how low thy youthful votary lies 

Cynthia, whoſe praiſe adorn'd his tuneful lay, 

Now gilds his tomb with her mild ſtreaming ray ; 
And Philomela, favourite of his ſong, 

Charms his cold ear no more with thrilling tongue. 
Taſte, to his call obedient, drew aſide 

Oblivion's veil, that thick was wove to hide 

The long- neglected Bards of other days, — 

Reveal'd to fight, they trim their wither'd bays ; 

His early loſs with doleful dirges mourn, 

And wreaths of cypreſs twine around his urn. 

Led on by Gratitude, they aſk of Fame 

To mark her ſcroll with HRADbLE 's honour'd name. 
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But in his volumes vain the ſearch to find 

The perfect picture of his noble mind. 

There Genius only ſhoots his feeble rays, 

And Taſte refin'd but half his ſkill diſplays, 
Compar'd with that bright intellectual power 

That ſpread its influence o'er his ſocial hour; 
When health's freſh roſes o'er his features bloom'd, 
And joy's bright glance his eagle-eye illum'd; 
When brilliant wit and ſenſe energic ſhone, 

Whoſe ſtriking features mark'd them for his own. 


His fancy with congenial rapture fir'd, 
That firſt the Poet's ardent ſoul inſpir'd; 
With Shakeſpeare wander'd o'er the magic iſle, 
With Milton ſaw the groves of Eden ſmile ; 
With captive Surrey mourn'd his diſtant fair; 
Or rais'd with Mulla's Bard the fiend Deſpair; 
On Cherwell's ſedgy banks with Warton ftray'd; 
And woo'd the Muſe in gothic ſtole array'd. 


O Death, why haſt thou pluck'd, with ruthleſs hand, 


The faireſt lower, that grac'd our favour'd land ? 
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Soon as, with fragrance rich, and colours fair, 
It bar'd its boſom to the vernal air. 
—_ But Faith, whoſe ſteady eye can Heaven ſurvey, 
Views it tranſplanted to the realms of day ; 
Where with freſh bloom its ripening beauties ſhine, 
And mix with amaranth its leaves divine. 


e Headity Oft as *mid Bromholm's holy walls I ftray, 
6. 37. Where ſuperſtition mourns her own decay, 

Thy lovely image ſhall to fancy riſe, 
And dreams of former joys entrance my eyes. 
Here we remark'd how Time's relentleſs power 
Broke the arch'd gate, and bow'd the ivy tower ; 
How keen delight oft chas'd the failor's woes, 
When o'er the wave theſe miſty walls aroſe 
To his charm'd eye—omen of heartfelt bliſs, 
That he his babes all motherleſs ſhould kiſs. 


When the world's eyes with poppy-wreaths are bound, 
And Sleep, the child of Silence, reigns around, 
J 1. Kind Melancholy, guide my lonely feet, 
Where thou and HEA DLE fix d your claſſic ſeat ! 


161 
If the dear ſcenes that won their earthly love 
Can draw down angels from the joys above, 
Soft let me breathe thy name with many a tear; 
Haply thy gentle ſpirit ſtoops to hear! 


In vain did flow decay with pain conſpire 
To quench the luſtre of affection's fire; 
No waſting pains its vital heat conſume, 
Strong as the lamp, that gilds the mould'ring tomb. 
From friendſhip's baſe no ſtorms his ſoul could move, 
The laſt fad look was ſympathy and love. 


Before bright Genius and ſoft Friendſhip find 
A nobler manſion than his heaven-born mind, 
That eye in death ſhall cloſe, which melts with woe, 
And time's dark ſtream in diſtant ages flow. 
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SONNET I. 


TO THE RIVER WYE., 


O WYE, romantic ſtream! thy winding way 

| Invites my lonely ſteps, what time the night 
Smiles with the radiance of the moon's pale light, 
That loves upon thy quivering flood to play. 

O'er thy ſteep banks the rocks fantaſtic tower, 
And fling their deepening ſhadow croſs the ſtream, 
To fancy's eye worn battlements they ſeem, 
Which on ſome beetling cliff tremendous lower. 

Hark !. Echo ſpeaks, and from her mazy cave 
Sportive returns the ſailor's frequent cry, 

Ah! how unlike thy old bards minſtrelſey 
Warbled in wild notes to the haunted wave! 
Unlike as ſeems the hurricane's rude ſweep, 

To the light breeze that lulls thy placid deep. 


SONNET HU. 


TO A WELCH HARPER. 


ResTRAIN thy tuneful hand, awake no more 
The melting harmony of tuneful ſtrings ; 
Thy ſofteſt note ſome lovely image brings 
To life, that torpid lay in memory's ſtore. 

Thy touch is magic, that erects the place 
Where Mary's gentle eye ſerenely ſmil'd, 
Where her wild notes my infant love beguil'd, 
And muſic clos'd the triumph of her face. 

That ſtrain was like the nightingale's fad voice, 
Mourning her neſtlings ſhe no more can ſee : 
You ſtrike the trembling chords of ecſtaſy, 

And ring the knell of my departed joys. 


Yet ſtay—ſuch plaintive ſweetneſs greets mine ear, 
] liſten, e'en while ſtarts the trembling tear. 
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SONNET lll. 


TO TIME. 


T HOU boar traveller! flow paſng by 
The wretch, who counts each moment of his woes, 
Till liberty his priſon-gate uncloſe ; 

As the dull ſnail, whoſe motion mocks the eye, 

Full oft thy tardy journeyings betray 
The ſpoiler ; yon moſs-mantled tower, 

Whoſe head ſublime derided once thy power, 
Now ſilent crumbling finks beneath thy ſway. 

The fapling, thy tall ſtreamer, waves on high, 
Whilſt thy deep wounds each mazy fiſſure ſhows, 
Like wrinkles, furrowing deep thy own grey brows: 

Yet not for this rude triumph fwells my ſigh, 

But that thy hand will wither beauty's roſe, 

And dim the fire, that lights the ſparkling eye. 
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SONNET IV. 


TRIUMPHANT LOVE, 


I N Mary's abſence Reaſon gains his throne, 

And binds with ſtricter chains the ſtruggling breaſt ; 
Scar'd at his angry frown and ſtern beheſt, 
Love ſpreads his wings, and flies with many a moan. 


When Mary comes with vermeil-tinctur'd cheek, 
With graceful mien, and mirth-awakening eye, 
Prudence difarm'd forſakes his ground to fly, 

And Reaſon's chains as touch'd by magic break. 
Thus when the chilling blaſt transforms to froſt 
The night-born dews, that bathe the poliſh'd glaſs, 

The roving eye, in pleaſing error loſt, 

Sees rocks and woods crowd the fantaſtic maſs ; 

But ſoon as ſhines the ſun's meridian ray, 


The icy proſpect melts in ſtreams away. 
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SONNET V. 


THE COTTAGE. 


Try haughty eye diſdains the vine-clad cot, 
And its rude owner, whoſe ſalubrious board 
Pomona kind, and Naiads fair, have ſtor'd: 
Simple, but dignified, his humble lot. 

When Patriotiſm call'd, from ſuch retreat 
Sprang ancient Valour, ſon of Toil ſevere 
And ſun-burnt Health ; he ſnatch'd the glittering 

ſpear, 
Leaving the plough, his country's foes to meet. 

Nor back his eagle wing'd her flight to Rome, 
Till, bearing bloody ſpoils, he led the march 
Triumphant, thro' the ſculpture-woven arch, 

Where Victory rear'd ſublime her laureate dome. 
Then Moderation's hand diſarm'd the ſwain, 
And led him ſmiling to his cot again. 
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SONNET VI. 


THE RENOWN OF THE POET, 


I SEE the craggy rock where Fame ſublime 
Erects her temple, ſteep th' aſcent and high; 
If Genius give no eagle wings to fly, 

Vainly dull Labour lends his hand to climb. 

Glory diſplays the ſcroll, where, cloth'd in gold, 
The names of Homer, Milton, Virgil glow, 
Lucid as beams that from light's fountain flow, 
Laſting, till nature faints, decay'd and old. 

From Muſe-depictur'd urns they copious roll 
Their ſacred ſtreams, diffuſing far and wide 
Of Poeſy the heaven-deſcended tide, 

Fann'd by the gale of Praiſe from pole to pole: 

| Where'er the Arts their ſiſter train have led, 


And heaven-born Science rear'd her laureate head. 
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SONNET VII. 


TO CHARLOTTE SMITH, 


OF thee, fair mourner, o'er whoſe downcaft face 
Fortune has ſpread the ſickly tints of grief; 
Whilſt Poeſy to give thee ſweet relief, 

Eſſays with warblings mild thy woes to chaſe, 

An emblem meet my ſearch far roving finds, 
Among the infant ſpring's firſt opening flowers, 
Drooping its head, and wet with frequent ſhowers, 
The ſnow-drop trembles in the ruffling winds. 

Yet ſeems its ſimple form in Fancy's eye 
More lovely, fince in rudeſt ſeaſon born. 

How piteous ſuch a flower ſhould bide the ſcorn 

Of every ſurly ſtorm that paſſes by ! 

How far more piteous ſurly ſtorms ſhould blow 
Gainſt thee, whoſe ſong is echo to thy woe 


1 231 


SONNET VIII. 


TO A LADY WEEPING. 


Tur ſecret cauſe, O lovely Nymph ! diſcloſe, 
Why oft thy arm that penſive face upbears, 
Why linger on thy cheek the frequent tears, 
Like dew-drops gliſtening on the new-blown roſe. 

With jealous ſtart thou flieft the curious eye, | 
To pour in ſolitude an unmark'd ſtream ; 

Thy ſorrows like ſome hoarded treaſures ſeem, 
Which miſers fear the robber may eſpy. 

Doſt thou behold the frown of ſcornful Pride, 
Where mild Affection's ſmile ſhould genial ſhine ? 
Does Love's entangling ſnare thy heart intwine ? 

Or has ſome Friend in life's gay morning died? 

O haſte to make thy tender ſorrow mine; 

And thus the bitter ſtream of grief divide. 
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SONNET IX. 


TO TRANQUILLITY. 


IN YMPH of the ſoft blue eye, and gentle mien, 
Who lov'ſt to view upon the lofty ſpray 
The cawing rook her neſt's rude fabrick lay, 
When curling ſmoke firſt climbs the blue ſerene. 
Or doſt thou court the filence of the night, 
What time in grand array the flow clouds fail 
Acroſs the moon, now ſpread a duſky veil, 
Now fleece-like whiten in her filver light. 
Sooth'd by thy voice the ſtorms that wildly roll, 
Will all be calm'd ; far lovelier thy repoſe 
Than mad Ambition, than the fire that glows 
In Anger's eye; but is thy mild controul 
Sweeter than Love, that brings ſome tender woes, 
And yet with ſmiling hope illumes the ſoul ? 
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SONNET X. 


THE TRAVELLER, 


1 LOVE to liſten to his plaintive tale, 
Who, bending o'er his ſtaff his hoary head, 
Relates, that, journeying through the long-drawn 

vale, 
And mazy wood, with flow and heavy tread, 
He quaff d the brook that ſparkled in the mead, 

| When blaz'd with beam direct the orb of day, 
Content his wearied limbs at length to lay, 
Amid the white-leav'd willow's waving ſhade. 

Fancy runs back, his lonely ſteps to trace, 
Rejoic'd when hours of eaſe his toil aſſuage. 
O may the ſtory of my pilgrimage 

Wake equal ſympathy in Friendſhip's face, 
When trembling age no earth-born joy ſhall know, 
Save the fad luxury to tell his woe. 
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SONNET XI. 


TO YARMOUTH. 


As e ty folitary beach I firay, 

When filver moonlight gleams upon the tide, 
And o'er the billows view the veſſel glide, 
Whoſe lucid track depicts its watery way, 

I think how oft my ſoul has urg'd its flight 
Before the driving gales of ſtormy Care, 
Since firſt thy murmurs fill'd my childiſh ear, 
And ocean burſt upon my giddy fight. 

I think how Headley, wanderer here no more! 
With eagle-eye was wont thy ſands to tread, 
By ſoft compaſſion and the Muſes led, 

To weave new garlands for the Bards of yore. 
Sorrow for him her tender tear ſhall ſhed, 
Long as the ſurges lave thy pebbled ſhore. 
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SONNET XII. 


TO STONE HENGE. 


Wu AT time 'mid evening grey the zephyrs ſigh 
Along the boſom of the ruſſet plain, 
My wondering eyes thy giant forms detain, 
Rearing in myſtic rounds their bulk on high. 
Over thy birth Oblivion long has thrown 
Her darkeſt veil : by Druids led of yore 
The milk-white ſteeds diſtain'd thy ſides with gore: 
Yet now Duration marks thee for his own ; 
And as in regal ſtate he fits ſublime, 
With iron ſceptre deck'd and iron crown, 
He ſmiles contemptuous in the face of time, 
Who ftrives with idle hand to bend thee down. 
« Departing cruſh ſome weaker prey (he cries) 
“This fabrick ſinks not until Nature dies. 
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THE MORNING INVITATION, 


Aris, my fair one, haſte away, 
For Nature wears her beſt array, 
Burſting from clouds of golden light 
The ſun diſpels the ſhades of night. 
Winter, that ſtripp'd the foreſt bare, 
Silenc'd the muſic of the air, 

And o'er the plain his mantle ſpread 
Of dreary ſnow, at laſt is fled, 

And now behold the ſmiling Spring, - 
Borne on the Zephyr's downy wing, 
With laviſh hand around her ſtrews 
The burſting buds, the varying hues 
Of tender green, that fringe the thorn, 
And ſpread new herbage o'er the lawn. 
The hawthorn blooms with ſnowy flowers, 
Spangled with drops of vernal ſhowers, 
Porne on flow pinions through the grove, 


The cuckoo ſwells the note of love ; 
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The lark reſponſive thrills his lay, . 


Soaring to meet the morning ray. 


Meantime the buſy clamorous rook 
From yonder elm a twig has broke, 
And poiſing bears it thro? the ſky, 

To twine his {imple neſt on high, 
Quick let me be thy happy guide 

To the blue mountain's ſunny ſide, 
Where Labour blithe is often found 
Slow pacing o'er the furrow'd ground, 
Singing as his oxen toil ; 

His ploughſhare bright diſparts the ſoil, 
Or beneath his echoing ſtroke 

Proſtrate falls the branching oak. 

Oft he folds the ſnowy lamb, 

That bleats and gambols round his dam. 
O haſte, for ſee through azure ſkies 
The curling ſmoke begins to riſe 

From the ſtraw cot, whence children ſpeed 
All ſportive o'er the dewy mead, 
'To chaſe the painted butterfly, 

Or on the graſſy bank to ſpy 
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The primroſe pale and violet fair, 

Whoſe gales of fragrance ſcent the air ; 

Of theſe a garland they ſhall twine, 

That ſimple garland ſhall be thine. 

Your faithful Ranger, while you ſtray, 
| Shall friſk and bark in ſportive play, 
And chaſe from the entangling thorn 

The chirping blackbird o'er the lawn. 

The breezes, as they gently blow, 

Shall fluſh thy cheek with brighter glow, 

And waft the ſocial powers to thee 

Of Health, and Peace, and Gaiety, 

Deſcending from the eaſtern ſkies, 

With roſy cheeks and ſparkling eyes, 

They paſs the Sluggard's cell with ſcorn, 

To hail the vot'ries of the morn. 

Since Nature wears her beſt array, 

Ariſe, my fair one, haſte away. 
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A TRANSLATION 
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JORTIN'S POEM ON THE NATURE OF THE SOUL, 


8 AY, intellectual ſpark of heavenly flame, 
Will rigorous death and everlaſting ſleep 
Become thy final doom ? In vain thy thoughts 
Soar on the rapid wing of ardent hope; 

In vain aſcend to the celeſtial manſions, 

If Fate has paſs'd th* irrevocable law 

To cloſe thy being with the ſcenes of life. 


Firſt then thyſelf explore; the latent truth 
Thy eager ſearch may from its dark receſs 
Draw forth, and haply Reaſon may diſplay 
Thy real nature, and thy origin. 

Tf thou material art, the elements 


Were thy firſt parents ; and, as from that ſource 
Thou flow'ſt, thy diſſolution will reſtore 


Thy complex ſubſtance to the ſame again. 
C4 


3 
If order, motion, figure, and poſition 


In thee produce a fair harmonious being, 
When languid dulneſs ſhall invade thy frame, 
The vital warmth forſake the quivering limbs, 
Miſts gather round the eye, and fleeting breath 
Eſcape to mingle with the ambient air ;— 
Thou dieſt: nor can the reach of mortal effort 
Recal thy ſpirit to its old abode. 
Thus the ſoft lyre, when cut its golden chords, 
And broke its hollow ſhell, though nought be loſt 
Of all its parts, reſigns its name and powers, 
Should e' en Apollo, fam'd for melody 

As fam'd for healing, labour to reſtore them. 
If thou art ſimple ſubſtance, and my wiſh 

Be crown'd with Truth's deciſion, thy exiſtence 
Will triumph o'er the flight of endleſs time, 
Yet doubt awakens fear; the ſwelling tide 

Of dark ſuſpicion riſes—how can ſubſtance, 
Not cloth'd in form, not reſident in ſpace, 

Or feel, or flouriſh, or with vigour move ? 
Whence riſes thy unſuitable alliance 

With the groſs body? Reaſon leſs aſtoniſh'd 
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Will view heaven join'd to earth, ſerpents to birds, 
Or bleating lambs with ocean's ſcaly brood. 
When time ſhall looſe thee from thy carnal priſon, 
The active powers of ſenſe will all deſert thee ; 


If ev'n grim Death unbar his iron gate, 
To ſet thee free, what boots thy liberty ? 
If robb'd of ſenſe, thou flieſt in ſpace unbounded, 


Thinner than air, or evaneſcent ſhade ? 


Alas ! obedient to great Nature's law, 
The ſun diſplays his orient beam, or ſinks 
Beneath the weſtern ocean ; whilft the moon 
Her ſwelling creſcent fills ; each lucid ſtar, 
Loſt in the fiercer blaze of golden day, | 
At night with diamond luſtre ſpangles heaven. 
The lowly children of the genial earth, 

The verdant turf, the painted family 


Of flowers, whom Winter's icy hand had nipp'd, 


Quick at the call of Zephyr's gentle voice, 
Raiſe their fair heads above the waving graſs; 
Whilſt Man, the lordly ſovereign of the world, 
Whoſe ſoul aſpires to great and glorious deeds, 
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If once life's fleeting ſpring and vigorous youth 
Are paſt, decays, nor does the general law 
Of Nature raiſe him to th* ethereal realms, 
Nor the cloſe priſon of the tomb unbar. 


But yet that reſt is never broke by cares : 
Diſeaſe, and Grief, and Anger, and Revenge, 
Pain with her ſcourge, and Avarice ever-craving, 
Diſcord that madly wields her blood- ſtain'd ſword, 
And Hunger prompting ill, and Want in rags, 
And Hatred, or the deadly foe to virtue, 

The green-cy'd Envy, or Deceit, whoſe face 
Wears the inſidious maſk, dare not intrude. 

But Night with friendly gloom enwraps the ſcene, 
And placid Sleep waves flow his duſky wings. 


Let patience then aſſiſt thee-to ſuſtain 
The lot which Nature and all-conquering Fate 
Impoſe. The globe, and all that it contains, 
Will ſink in Chaos? all-deyouring gulph. 
Even he, whoſe fiery car illumes the earth, 
Fate's heavy hand will feel, like hapleſs man. 
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Old age will bow him down; his hoary ſteeds 
Will drag laboriouſly his fluggiſh chariot, 
His hand {till trembling as he guides the reins : 
Time will bedim the luſtre of the ſtars, 
Nay, glory only lives a few ſhort years, 
Like the frail column that records its triumphs, 
The Muſe and Virtue long will brave the ſhocks 
That lay the world in ruins; yet o'er them 
Her duſky veil will late Oblivion draw. 


Thus does raſh Error, wearing Truth's fair veſture, 
Deceive us, and miſlead by her falſe light. 
Thy Reaſon tells thee, offspring of the ſkies, 
That thou ſhalt ever ſhine ; thy heavenly nature 
Smiles at grim Death, and night's funereal ſhades, 
And promiſes eternal years of joy. | 
Hence thy prophetic power, thy eager glance, 
That reads the volume of futurity.' 
Hence thy regard for Virtue, and thy awe 
Of dread Omnipotence ; thy rapid thought, 
That flies with ſwiftneſs of the forked flaſh 
Where'er thy fancy bids, o'erleaping oft 


1 
The flaming confines of the univerſe. 
Thou waſt not form'd of mix'd, diſcordant parts, 


But ſimple art, mov'd by internal ſprings. 

Ignoble matter, void of ſenſe and motion, 

Boaſts not ſuch wondrous faculties as thine. 

Either thro? ages thou ſhale ſtill ſurvey 

The wreck of worlds, or F ortune blind created 
This nether globe; than which no impious thought 


Was ever more remote from Reaſon's empire. 


Survey th” expanſe of earth, the ſtarry ſky, 
The flowery fields, and ocean's waves immenſe : 
Nature for thee unlocks the earth's gay treaſures, 
For thee ſuſpends the twinkling lamps on high, 
Leads on the cryſtal ſtream in mazy courſe, 

And paints the vernal mead with purple flowers. 


When light primeval chas'd the ſhades of darknels, 


And the unwearied ſun began his courſe ; 
When fruitful earth, and circumambient air, 


The ocean, and the ever-flowing ſtreams, 
Receiv'd their ficſt inhabitants, and bliſs - 
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Devoid of reaſon crown'd their favour'd birth : 
Th' Almighty Power ſurvey'd his fair creation 
With looks that ſpoke unutterable pleaſure. 
To crown his works, he breath'd the plaſtic word, 
And bade the ſoul exiſt - Thou at his bidding 
Stood'ſt forth, and heard'ſt theſe gracious declarations: 


« Fair offspring, image of th' eternal Mind ! 

« Seek earthly habitation, in the body 

“Lovely reſide, thyſelf a lovelier gueſt, 

« Remember well thine origin; that thou, 

From heaven departing, ſhalt to heaven return. 
« O' er thee no ſway can vaunting Death exert, 

« Ev'n if he ſhake his conquering arms, and mark 
His ſteps with carnage, or with griſly front, 

« And pointed dart, appal a trembling world. 

« The threats of Fate, and Night's funereal realms 
« Diſdain, and ſoar triumphant to the ſkies.” 

He ſpake—and, to confirm his high beheſt, 

Loud thunder roll'd, and ſhook th' ethereal ſpheres. 
Hence ſoon as Death's kind hand has loos'd the bands 
Of mortal life, th* immortal mind to heaven 


Spreads its fair wing, and ſeeks its native realms ; 
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There veil'd in light, it joins th' angelic choirs, 
Reviews thoſe hallow'd ſeats, which neither ſtorms 
Sadden, nor thunder's awful voice alarms, | 
Nor winter's dreary ſnow, nor waſting fire 
Of Sirius conſume, nor howling winds 
Ravage, nor clouds involve in gloomy ſhade. 

But pureſt Love, his ſhafts from venom free, 
Delights to ſhoot, whilſt Concord ſweetly ſmiling, 
Pleaſure, and Innocence, and placid Joy, 

Are his aflociates—a train more lovely 

Nor ſtands confeſs'd to Poets as they dream, 
Nor danc'd the jocund round in Eden's bowers. 


But if th' infection of unhallow'd Vice 
Should reach the ſoul, and her deſtructive power 
Thy pinions ſtain, and ruffle thy fair plumage ; 
No bleſt return to thy immortal home 
Awaits thee, down the headlong ſteep of darkneſs 
Th' infernal whirlwind drives, where many an age, 
Exil'd and indigent, to grief a prey, 
Thou'rt doom'd to roam a fad tormented ſhade. 
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Heir of immortal climes, of higheſt heaven 

The genial progeny, whoſe piercing eye 

Diſcerns the bounds that ſever right from wrong; 
Canſt thou with tame ſervility become 

The prey of ſordid Paſſion, and of Vice? 

Pride dazzles with her gorgeous train of pomp, 

Dull Sloth benumbs thee, gentle Pleaſure claſps 

In her impure embrace, or Avarice pale 

Torments with care, and goads thy craving breaſt. 

Vanquiſh this hoſt of tyrants, and be free, 

As when the captive lion, whom the threats 
And blandiſhments of ſome unworthy maſter 

Had erſt enſlav'd, if once the galling chain 

Be ſhaken off, regains his native woods, 

And, ſcorning to return to former durance, 


Enjoys th' unbounded range of liberty. 
Seek then the road where Virtue's rugged path 
Leads-up to Paradiſe, where Glory, crown'd 
With laurel wreaths, holds forth her ſacred prize : 
Nay more, th' Almighty with auſpicious eye 
Looks down to animate thy ſinking powers. 
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Behold the gem that in its native earth 
Long hid its head inglorious, till the hand 
Of artiſts brought forth all its latent beauty. 
Stripp'd of its rougher dreſs, it ſoon aſſumes 
The high-wrought poliſh, and from every fide 
Reflective, ſhoots the rays of ſparkling light. 
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JORTIN'S- THIRD ODE 


TRANSLATED. 


As thro* the filence of the grove, 
And thro the meadow's verdant way, 
The placid rivulet loves to rove, 
Whilſt murmurs ſoft its courſe betray ; 


Awhile around its native mead 

It ſtrives a winding courſe to keep; 
Till, as the ſlope improves its ſpeed, 

2 gains the boſom of the deep. 


Thus through the ſecret path of life 
May I unclogg'd by riches glide 
Nor tangled in the thorns of ſtrife, 
Nor with the blood of conqueſt dy'd ! 


And when the ſhades of night increaſe, 

When cloy'd with pleaſure, preſs'd by woes, 
May Sleep's kind brother bring me peace, 

And his cold hand my eyelids cloſe ! 
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HYMN TO HEALTH 


TRANSLATED. 


H EALTH, of all the heavenly powers 
Faireſt Goddeſs, ever bleſt ! 
Long as I count life's circling hours, 


O live with me a welcome gueſt. 


The monarch's crown, the golden pile, 
Or joys which happy parents prove 

From tender. babes, or wanton wile, 
That baits the filken ſnare of love: 


Or if new bliſs be ſent by Heaven 
To cheer the heart of man below ; 

If the fair ſmiles of hope be given ; 
All, all to thee their beauties owe 


Thy preſence pours a brighter ray 
O'er every ſcene; thy charms divine 
Give luftre to the vernal day, 
And perfect happineſs is thine. 
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BY DloscORIDES. 


O SAPPHO ! whether with th' Aonian quire 
O'er ivy-crowned Helicon you ſtray, 
Delighting once to pour an equal lay 
With them, awakening oft the infant fire 

Of youth-enchanting Love; or whether led 
By Hymen, in whoſe hand the torch's light 
Far blazing ſcatters the thin ſhades of night, 
In bridal robes you grace the nuptial bed ; 

Or whether rais'd to tread the heavenly grove, 
Where Cytherea mourns her tender flower, 
That bow'd its gentle head in Cynara's bower, 

You ſing reſponſive to her weeping love; 
Thee I falute—ſince to th' empaſſion'd Songs 

| Your daughters, ever-living Fame belongs. 
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TO SAPPH O. 


BY ANTIPATER THE SIDONIAN, 


MovuRNEUL thy fate, Zolian land, to loſe 
Sappho, who won, by her enchanting lyre, 
The ſecond glory to th* immortal quire, 

By grateful Greece proclaim'd the mortal Muſe, 

Her ſmiling Venus and the God of Love 
Indulgent nurs'd in infancy's ſoft hour; 
Perſuaſion gave her all his magic power, 

And eyer-verdant garlands for her wove. 

Thy pride, the joy of Greece, is ſnatch'd away ! 
Ye liſters, who in triple fold intwine 
The thread of life, why did you not aſſign 

To her the length of an eternal day, 

Whoſe rapture-breathing harmony will gain 
Eternal honours to th Aonian train? 
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ADDRESS TO A LADY. 


Quick like the glances of thine eye, 
Chloe, thy trembling fingers fly. 
The magic powers, that love to dwell 
Entranc'd within the chorded ſhell, 
Wake at thy touch; in each ſoft ſound, 
Breathes pureſt harmony around. 

Kind Nature, when ſhe form'd thy face, 
That ſpeaks thee of angelic race, 

And ſtor'd thy mind with lively ſenſe, 
And unaffected elegance, 

In pity gave thee taſte rehn'd, 

To melancholy ſtrains inclin'd 

That when your blooming beauties move 
The ardent tranſports of my love, 
'Gently you touch the warbling wire, 
And ſoothe the paſſion you inſpire. 
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AN EPISODE, 


TAKEN FROM 


A POEM ON THE EARTHQUAKE AT LISBON. 


Wmls-r trembling Liſbon to her centre felt 
This dire deſtruction, and her fractur'd towers | 
Spread wide-extended ruin, old Alonzo, 

The opulent, the good, theſe awful ſcenes 
Revolving deep, ſtill linger'd in his manſion. 

No ſelfiſh dread he knew, but for his daughter, 
Clara the fair, his anxious ſoul was mov'd. 
Nor leis alarm ſeiz'd on the young Auguſtus, 
Their gallant friend, whoſe ſhip was now prepar'd 
To cut her liquid way to Britain's ſhore. 

Clara's bright eyes had fir'd his manly breaſt, 
And her pale cheek betray'd an equal paſſion, 
Well pleas'd Alonzo ſaw their mutual love, 

And ſoon was Hymen, with his nuptial wreath, 
To bind their willing hands, before his altar. 
Darken'd was this fair proſpect, fled their joy, 
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And liſt' ning fear and dread amazement held 

Their ſouls in long ſuſpenſe. —Auguſtus cried, 
 « O! you who ſhare my heart, why this delay ? 

« The awful ſilence that enchains the air 

& Portends a ſecond earthquake; ſome kind angel 


«« Whiſpers, that, ſhould we fly the treach'rous ſhore, 


«© My bark will bear us to the arms of ſafety.“ 
He ſpake—and catching by the ſnowy hand 

The trembling fair, her and the old Alonzo 
Through wide-ſpread ravage led to Tagus' banks. 
TH impatient ſailors waiting for Auguſtus 
Repulſe the gathering multitudes eſcap'd 

From recent havock; tottering age and youth, 
The rich, the indigent, diſtracted mothers 
And weeping children, urg'd by common fear, 
To the ſame ſpot repair'd ; with arms extended 
To Heaven, they beg for ſwift deliverance 

From coming fate ; or frantic and forlorn 

With ſtreaming eyes gaz'd on the gloomy ocean, 
Imploring every ſhip that rode the waves, 

To ſnatch them from the perils of the land. 

The happier friends embark'd, their buoyant boat 
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Quick ploughs the ſullen ſurge, the daſhing oars 
Ply'd by the mariners, who ſtedfaſt view'd 
The peopled beech, after impetuous ſtrokes 
Pauſe ſuddenly—the ſlacken'd hands deſert 
Their hardy office, every rower falls 
Proſtrate, as if by forked lightning ſtruck, 
Quick turn'd Auguſtus and his friends to explore 
The cauſe of this ceſſation of their toil. 
Lo! where of late along the neighbouring ſtrand 
Liſbon's pale citizens in throngs aſſembled, 
No murmur of a human voice was heard, 
No mortal figure ſtruck their eager gaze ; 
But all was ſolitude, and diſmal filence. 
The earth had op'd her wide-extending jaws, 
And, with the ſwiftneſs of the arrow's flight, 
Had all entomb'd ; quick overwhelming tides 
Fill'd the deep boſom of the black abyſs, 
And ſpread a foaming deluge vaſt and wide. 
The friends, all conſcious that the arm of Heaven 
Had ſnatch'd them from th' immeaſurable gulph ; 
To Him, whoſe potent word arreſts deſtruction, 


Ev'n when ſhe ſeems ſecure to graſp her prey, 
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Pour'd the warm tribute of o'erflowing hearts. 
To paint th* ecſtatic tumult of their ſouls, 

The rapture of deliverance from death 
Thus threatening, and the mutual joys of ſafety, 
Deſcription aims not, for too weak her power, 
Too faint her colours: diffident ſhe points 

To fancy's faithful mirror, and then drops 

Her uſeleſs pencil. 


50 1 


ON POPE'S ᷣ GROT TO, 


AT TWICKENHAM. 


Tux tuneful Bard, from crowds retir'd, 
By Taſte as by the Muſe inſpir'd, 

This cavern plann'd, where mildly bright, 
The pointed cryſtals ſhoot their light, 

And ſpeckled ſhells their folds intwine 

With ſpar and verdant coralline. 

Here ſeen acroſs the ſhadowy cave, 
Relucent rolls the placid wave 

Of Thames, who fondly lingers near 

A ſeat, to all his Naiads dear; 

And ſwelling meets the willows hoar 

That ſhade, with arching boughs, his ſhore. 
If in fad Eloiſa's cell 

Thy penſive fancy loves to dwell, 

While ſome departed ſpirit calls, 

And echoes talk along the walls, 

Hither thy gentle footſteps move, 
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And ſoftly tread the haunted grove, q 
Where airy harps are heard to ſound, 
And ſylphs' light footſteps print the ground; 
And as your wondering eyes command 
The magic of a Poet's hand, 
Recal, to penſiveneſs reſign'd, 
The fair creation of his mind. 


NOTES. 


S ONNET to Stone Henge, p. 27. 


There is a ſonnet by Mr, Warton on this ſubject; but 
he purſues a different train of thought. 


Tranſlation of Jortin's Poem, p. 31. 

The Tranſlator wiſhes by this imperfect verſion to give 
the Engliſh reader ſome idea of Jortin's elegance of fancy, 
and to excite the ſcholar to peruſe the original verſes, which 
are remarkable for claſſical purity of ſtyle. They will ap- 


pear to great advantage when compared with the poem of 


Aonius Palearius de Animorum Immortalitate, which 1s as 
remarkable for diffuſe deſcription, and frequent digreſſion, 
as this work of Jortin is for energy and compreſſion of 
thought. See a character of Jortin moſt admirably drawn 
in the Tracts of Warburton and a Warburtonian, p. 194. 


Ode to Health, Sc. p. 42. 


The original ode is to be found in the Rambler, No. 48. 
For the epigrams ſee Anthol. Grzc, Oxon. vol. i. p. 57 
and 75. 
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Tranſlation of the Epigrams to Sappho, p. 43, 44. 
There is a ſimilar caſt of compoſition in ſonnets and in 
ſome Greek epigrams. I recolle& that this reſemblance 
was the inducement to attempt a few tranſlations in the 
manner of ſonnets. 


Epiſode taken from a Poem, &c. p. 46. 

The circumſtances of the fact, which forms the ſubjea 
of this epiſode, were communicated by the late ingenious 
Mr. Mickle. He was well acquainted with the perſons 
mentioned by the names of Clara, Auguſtus, and Alonzo. 
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THE END. 
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